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Durjaya.  Why won't you let me sit on your lap ?

Daryodhana. My son, give up thy wonted seat. Sit anywhere,
but from to-day, thou canst sifc no more where thou wast wont
to sit. (44)

Duijaya.  Why, where are you going?

Duryodhana. I'll follow my hundred brothers,

Dtujaya. Take me with you.

Duryodhaixa.  Go, my son, and talk to Bhima.

Dmjaya. Come, father, they are looking for you.

Duryodhana.  Who are ?

Duijaya. Granny and grandpa and all the ladies.

Duryodhana. Go, my son, I cannot come.

Durjaya. I'll take you.

Duryodhana.  You are too young, my son.

Durjaya. [Stepping round.]    Ladies, the king is here.

Queens,  Woe, woe, the king.

Dbritarashtra,  Where is the king 1

G-andhari. Where is my child ?

Durjaya.  He's here sitting on the ground.

DlLritarashtra.  Alas, is this the king ?

In stature he was like a golden pillar, the sole overlord of
kings in the world, and now my miserable son lies on the
ground no better than the broken bolt of a door. (45)

G-andhari.  Suyodhana, my child, are you tired ?

Duryodhana.   I am your ladyship's son.

Dhritarashtra,  Who is that 1

Grandhari.  "Tis I, great king, that gave thee fearless sons.

Duryodliana, Now to-day I feel that I am born indeed.    Come, father,

there is now no need of anxiety.

DlLritarashtra-  Why should I be anxious, son ?

Thy hundred brothers puffed up with strength and courage,
consecrated for the sacrifice of battle, were already slain ; with
thy single death all Js dead. (40)

[Falls.]

Duryodhana. Alas, the king has fallen.   Oh, father, do you console the

queen. '

Dhritarashtra-  What consolation can I give, my son ?

D-uryodhana.  Why, say that I was slain facing the foe.    For my sake,

father restrain your grief.

At thy feet alone I bow my crest, without thought of the